OLD LOVE STORIES RETOLD

Indian plantations, from which he inherited con-
siderable wealth, constituted to complete him as a
dull and stupid tyrant, in whom egotism had finally
culminated in the cruelty of mental disease. It is
painful to think of the existence of such people at
all, but that a nature so sensitive, so eagerly affec-
tionate, as Elizabeth Barrett's should have been
subject to so preposterous a despotism makes one
dreary to recall and impotently furious to realize
that the shade of Edward Moulton Barrett is long
since out of the reach of appropriate castigation;
as it is impossible with patience to read of the gentle
submissiveness and a tender-conscienced solicitude
with which his great-hearted daughter respected
his strange feelings, till the moment when she at
last became sorrowfully aware that what she had^
mistaken for parental love was merely a lunatic form
of parental selfishness.

It says no little for her mental vigour that she
was able to maintain her soul alive at all in such an
atmosphere, not to speak of projecting it in a poetic
creativeness so abounding; for her sofa was so
evidently regarded in the household as little short
of a mattress-grave over which her lugubrious
parent was accustomed unctuously to pray with her
each evening. The light was hardly allowed to
enter her room, and it was a plain tempting of
Providence for her to walk across the floor.
Thoroughly, indeed, must she have learned that
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